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passed blackening corpses of men and mules, and the burial squads were busy. Piles of splinter-riddled helmets, un-exploded grenades, shells and all the wreckage of battle lay around.
Tetlow and Godfrey Talbot, who were climbing below me, shouted from time to time: "Tell 'em not to go so fast." I, remembering all the lessons of the Alps, "boloed" ahead, but the guide (if he existed at all) was far out of earshot. Sometimes we found white tape indicating a passage through a minefield and sometimes we did not, as we stumbled on.
I overtook Kenneth Best—who was incorrigibly romantic and addicted to ideas of " Excelsior "—struggling with a huge flagpole, destined to bear the strange device of the Polish flag.
We could not see the monastery, and had no certain idea where we were heading. Some thought that we were merely making for Polish Brigade headquarters. It seemed incredible folly to wander about like stray sheep on that corpse-strewn hillside; yet, having striven so far, we were reluctant to turn back. Our morale had been bolstered at the start by a good sit-down meal at Polish Corps headquarters, but it wobbled ominously from time to time. Such a moment came when we reached a Polish medical post, and at last struck a fairly well-defined path. We received some more vague directions coupled with the warning that it was advisable to keep spaced at fifty yards apart as there was mortaring on the path.
We could see the bombs plonking down at intervals. I started to run on the stony slope, fell flat on rny face, picked myself up, and, wiping blood and gravel away, beat the Olympic hundred-metre record to a point where a fold of ground gave cover. I lay there panting, exhausted, terrified. This was a feature that had changed hands seven times. Spamluus were chattering not far away. But where was our side? I could not see a soul except an eccentric American reporter who had a Wild West sheriff's beard and a large patch of sticking plaster on his trousers. I had a ghastly suspicion that Hill 530 was about to change hands for the eighth time.
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